For if no use of sense remain
When bodies once this life forsake,
Or they could no delight partake,
Why should they ever rise again ?
And if every imperfect mind
Make love the end of knowledge here,
How perfect will our love be, where
All imperfection is refined ?
Let then no doubt, Celinda, touch.
Much less your fairest mind invade,
Were not our souls immortal made,
Our equal loves can make them such.
So when one wing can make no way,
Two joyned can themselves dilate,
So can two persons propagate.
When singly either would decay.
So when from hence we shall be gone.
And be no more, nor you, nor I,
As one anothers mystery,
Each shall be both, yet both but one.
This said, in her up-lifted face^
Her eyes which did that beauty crown,
Were like two stars, that having fain down,
Look up again to find their place :
While such a moveless silent peace
Did seize on their becalmed sense,
One would have thought some influence
Their ravished spirits did possess.
LORD   HERBERT   OF   CHERBURY
(from An Ode upon a Question Moved . . .)
275